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October 31, 1945 


Dear brother Srulek 

Yesterday I received your kind letter and you cannot imagine my 
happiness. I cried like a small child from happiness since after 
all, I have you only left in the world. Meaning from our father, 
mother and sisters and brothers unfortunately this is the story. 
We want to hope but hope for what I am not sure myself. 


Our dear brother Mojsche's yarhzeit is the fourth day after 
Pessach. He fell at my feet. I myself was very weak and I could 
not help him anymore. You are begging me to describe the way from 
"Gurs" [a camp in France] to now, it is very difficult and I don't 
want to open wounds, the memories are still very painful when one 
remembers, but since it is your wish I will do it anyway. 

Before I start I want to let you know that I am writing this letter 
from the n Stuyvenberg" Hospital in Antwerp. I arrived here 
yesterday to have a hernia operation which is not a major operation 
and with G-D's help I will come through it OK and I will write to 
you again in a few days when the operation is over. 

I beg of you not to worry about me. I had so many "tsuris" I will 
certainly survive this. Srulek, I thought by now you would be 
married with children and I would have been very happy. Yes I know 
you are a good son and thought about your family, unfortunately 
nobody could help them and I am the only one left and I will take 
care of myself. You know I always managed to make a good living 
but perhaps too much of a spender but now I am different. I am 
dating a girl now who is really an "malach" [angel]. I love her 
very much and I will send you a picture on the next opportunity. 
Perhaps you will recognize her from the youth movement "Hanoar 
Hatzioni" fifteen years ago. Her name is Anna Sussman, a Dutch 
girl. I want to take her with me to America and marry her. 

Our dear parents worried ctbout me in France and said that I am 
getting older and that they want our family to grow. Therefore I 
hoped that you would be married already. Perhaps in four months I 
will get married and I would like to work on a ship that comes to 
America. Again do not wory about me. 

The city of Antwerp paid for all my expenses eating and drinking 
all the best at a sanatorium called "Villa Atol" in Kappelenbos and 
I hope to go there again after my stay in the hospital to 
recuperate and every weekend my girlfriend comes to visit me. 

My dear brother, you have your own problems and your own girlfriend 
so just take care of yourself. From the United States I received 
two packages with clothes upon my return from Germany. I came out 
of the camps without a shirt or coat but, again, do not worry about 
me. I have a bride who takes care of me like a mother, and I am 


sure your girlfriend takes care of you as well. Write me more 
about her, such as where she was born etc. 

Dear Srulek I will try to tell you in short what happened after our 
departure from France. Five weeks before Rosh Hashanah I was with 
our dear family when they came to take our sisters Esther and 
Bertha for transport to Germany but we got them out of the 
transport. The next week I was again there and Mom and Dad said 
that for sure everyone was going to Germany, and they wanted Sima 
and Bertha to go to a girls home in France. I told them that I 
would not allow them to travel by themselves and that I would 
travel with them. 

When I arrived in the camps Mom, Dad and Esther were gone already. 
Left were Sima and Bertha. I tried to arrange for Sima and Bertha 
to get out of this predicament but it didn't work. I was on the 
list to also go but I begged them to let me stay until Sima and 
Bertha could also go. I also send a telegram to Mojshe but it was 
too late. I later found out that Mojshe joined our parents and 
Esther in a big camp in France for two days and then they were 
deported to Germany. Then they sent me, Sima and Bertha on the 
second day of Rosh Hashana, 1942 to Germany. The trip was very bad 
while we were in a closed wagon. Women and children without 
toilets and they travelled for three days and three nights without 
water, children and old people were crying for a little bit of 
water and the SS responded that if you do not shut up we will shoot 
all of you. 

After three days all young men that were able to work had to get 
off the train and woman and children continued on. Unfortunately 
I never had a chance to say goodbye to Sima and Bertha. I then 
arrived in a camp .. I became a Colonel/leader which meant that I 
did not have to work and nobody hit me and I received more food and 
had to supervise the others. I was responsible for 60 to 80 people 
and they all had to listen to me. Even though I had enough of this 
job my friends were very afraid that I would be replaced with a bad 
person. So I stayed on even though the responsibility was very big. 

From our family at that time I had no news what so ever. After a 
year and a half I discovered that Mojshe was in a camp not far from 
me. I befriended an SS Officer who took a letter for me to Mojshe. 
Thereafter I was able to go there and was able to feed him bread 
butter and sausage etc. Nobody could believe that I was able to 
accomplish this in a Concentration Camp. 

I found our brother Mojshe in a very bad situation, he was very 
sick and skinny and they had worked him to death. I then spoke to 
the Colonel of Moshje's camp and begged him to treat him better and 
also left him some money so he could secretly buy himself some 
bread since no one was allowed to have money or food in the camps. 

I always managed to make the best of any situation. If they caught 
somebody with money they would beat him half to death. I then 
looked for a way to bring Mojshe into my camp. It took a few weeks 
but I succeeded. 



They then transferred us to a bigger camp and it became very bad 
for us but I still managed to keep Mojshe from working and little 
by little he was able to recuperate. I again became somewhat of a 
leader and Mojshe became my helper and so he did not have to do 
hard labor. I started to deal in secret and so I was able to get 
us some more food again and I shared with everyone a little bit. 

On January 20, 1945 the big problems unfortunately started. This 
was in Oberschlezin near Katowitz, we had to evacuate the camp 
because the Russians came and we had to run away. We ran day and 
night without food or drink. We lived from raw potatoes, and a 
little bread in four or five days. This is how we ran for three 
weeks. Whoever was not able to march any longer was shot on the 
spot. We started out with 4000 men and arrived after three weeks 
with 1800, all the others were shot on the road. I cannot begin to 
describe to you the "March of Death" as we ended up calling it, 
anymore clearly in such few words since one needs books to describe 
it in its entirety, and I do not have enough paper. . . This was only 
a part of our troubles. Mojshe twisted his foot which was not so 
bad but the result of this injury cost him his life. When we 
arrived in Buchenwald it was very bad. I volunteered to work in 
order to get more food or to be able to do some wheeling and 
dealing. I became ill myself and was very weak. Mojshe's health 
became worse every day, and he got skinnier. We had to do a lot of 
walking and Mojshe felt very bad from the first day. I encouraged 
him by telling him to think about our dear parents and his wife 
Pepi, and I dragged him with all my strength. The second day he 
was feeling somewhat better and I already was very happy. But 
unfortunately my happiness did not last for very long. The third 
day was the fourth day after Pessach and Mojshe could not walk 
anymore. I dragged him with my last strength because I knew what 
will happen if I let him lie. I dragged him the whole day until 5 
o'clock and then I just couldn't anymore. He was dragging his foot 
and I asked other people what I should do but nobody, including 
myself, wanted to pronounce his death sentence. Mojshe begged me 
to let him lie and I struggled with myJ)last strength up to the last 
moment...The last moment came, I saw the danger and was afraid to 
be shot myself... I said my goodbyes, we hugged and kissed... 
Mojshe asked me to bid farewell to all of you and that G-D will 
help me and save me and bring me home so I could tell all what 
happened to us. The time was 5:30 when I left him to lie there and 
I ran away. I did not want to witness the terrible, I only heard, 
I did not cry, I had no tears. I was so weak myself that I almost 
fell and friends consoled me and then lent me an arm and helped me 
to cope. 

The hunger and the tiredness were horrible. I continued to walk 
for another twelve days. From weakness I could not hear or see any 
longer, I almost could not talk anymore. I then saw it was 
hopeless but I managed to escape for 36 hours and then saw the 
American soldiers and I was free. I weighed 46 kilos [about 100 
pounds for a man over 6 feet tall] and they put me in a hospital. 

They tried to feed me but it was very difficult since my stomach 



could not hold any food. Slowly, slowly I became better and they 
transferred me to another hospital and to a sanatorium where I 
regained my strength. I tried to write to you in America but my 
letters came back unanswered. 

On the 20th of August I came back to Antwerp and you can imagine my 
heartache when I found no one from our family. Now my dear Srulek 
I did as you asked and wrote you a very, very little bit of what we 
went through. This is only 25 percent and when we will meet I will 
tell you more. Now dear Srulek be calm and rest assured that 
everything will be good again now. I will write to you again in a 
week. Please do not stop writing and I beg you again do not worry 
about me it is nobody fault what happened and we have to get used 
to it. 

Stay healthy. 

Your brother, 

Oscar Scharf 
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